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	stubborn

**stubborn**

* * *

><p><em><strong>Summary: Erza Scarlet, a beauty beyond compare and a ruthless warrior, meets Jellal Fernandes, a cunning thief who would rather jump of a cliff than fight in a war. How will this work out? Probably not that well...<strong>_

* * *

><p><strong>Disclaimer: The plot is mine, all other rights to Hiro Mashima.<strong>

* * *

><p><em><strong>.<strong>_

_**.**_

_**.**_

**_Scroll Record_**

**_1_**

**_._**

**_._**

**_._**

The kingdom of which-name-we-hath-forgotten, a rich and wonderful place which was filled with lush greenery and beautiful villages, was the very place where our tale begins. Well, not entirely in the kingdom. More like, on the borderline of the neighboring country.

On the borderline where a certain blue haired scoundrel was desperately trying to escape the King's men. They were not chasing him for stealing the crown jewels, or escaping the King's dungeon - both feats he had accomplished thank you very much - no. They were chasing him because he was currently trying to evade his involuntary military service.

He had no choice in joining the royal crusaders (or whatever they may be called), it was a suitable punishment for his crimes, but he still had a choice in running away. He was not a knight and, this he firmly believed, he would fail at being one. Thus he was running, a figurative tail between his legs while he pushed over the jagged countryside.

He climbed over large mountains, swam through rough streams and fought his way across storms. He did all of it with only one goal resounding in his head, escape. If it were to be recorded, he would have said that he was very dutiful to his goal. He would achieve it, he was hardworking, he was quite the hero.

If someone else were asked, he would be regarded as a coward. He would be ridiculed in society by men, but he ignored this. A coward would not work so hard to achieve his goal, and in doing so stand up for his ideals. He did not support the King, so why was it cowardly to avoid the service?

"A tale of a man, I will tell thee," was how he would start the records that told his story. "A handsome gent, a cunning thief and an experienced lover is the one we will follow in this glorious tale."

It was all true, so he would swear, but alas. This tale is not held within his, our tale follows the truth behind it all. This tale begins on the fifth day of his perilous journey, or as it is better known as: the day he met the antagonist of his tale.

**.**

**.**

**.**

**J**ellal Fernandes, the blue haired man, was straining his arms with his futile attempts of lifting himself onto The Golden Bridge. The Golden Bridge was, in all truth, the bridge that led one into the neighboring kingdom of which-name-we-hath-forgotten. Jellal, the handsome gent, had planned to cross the bridge and reach freedom.

It would be easy, he was certain of it, but he had not taken the sheer size of the bridge into consideration. He had climbed many structures, but none were quite as tall as the bridge. The bridge, a beautiful creation which was gold in color, was almost as high as Mount Acnologia. Mount Acnologia was, this I swear, the tallest mountain in the world.

How did people usually get on The Golden Bridge then?

They did not. It was more of a challenge than a bridge. Many explores set out to vanquish it, but no one had ever gained the mastery of getting on it and crossing it into which-name-we-hath-forgotten. Jellal, our protagonist, was hoping to be the first. He did have better reasons for crossing it, did he not?

"Darn it!" Jellal's voice rang high and mighty into the countryside. His fingers, the useless appendages that they were, had slipped and he was dangling by a single arm. If he could just bury his anger into a thousand punches, he surely would have knocked the bridge down from its hinges. Not because of strength, no, because of the sheer number of punches he wanted to lay upon the poor bridge.

Jellal, quickly, pushed his other hand up again. He was very fit after all.

Nimbly springing up the bridge's complex design, Jellal found his face level to the bridge itself. A ear splitting grin appeared on his face as he looked at the golden path. He had done it, perhaps discreetly, but he had done it. Well, almost.

Reaching up, Jellal let his hand go onto the structure and then he began to push up and up. He was tired, so the feat was difficult, but then...

An armor covered hand yanked Jellal's and suddenly, really it was quite a fast movement, he was face to face with the golden path which decorated the bridge.

A few emotions ran through Jellal's head, including confusion and happiness. He was there, he made it, but who on earth was the man (it had to be a man with such a grip) who pulled him up?

Springing into action, Jellal was on his feet and looking into... the eyes of the most beautiful woman he had ever seen! She had long scarlet hair, shining brown eyes and the most splendid figure he had ever seen. Yet...

She was wearing armor, a knight's armor!

"Hi," Jellal waved, his hand raising slightly above his head. He was planning on how to evade being captured by the woman, but at the same time he was polite. He had always been that way.

"Who are you?" she asked, her armor clad hands crossing across her chest. Jellal also noticed her eyebrow rising slightly, a sign that she was as confused as him.

"Uh, Sieggrain." the name sucked, but it was all he could make up in such a sort moment. "How did you get up here?"

"From Fiore," she pointed to the kingdom that he was planning to escape to. "There is a staircase."

"Not from whence I came from," he smiled, she was not the enemy. Well, she was. To his King, but to him she was a wonderful savior. "I am actually heading to Fiore."

"Why?" she pursed her rosy lips.

"To escape, the King of my kingdom wants to..." his let his tongue dance along his teeth while he thought. "My King wants to cut of my head, I was only trying to help the poor."

Lying, that was his only option. He had to save his hide, after all.

"So, you hate your king?" he nodded, her features turned into a bright smile at his answer. "Then, you will be an excellent knight for our kingdom!"

"Wait, what?!" he escaped one crusade, and now he was to join another. This was poppycock.

"Yes!" she suddenly yanked him towards her, her arms warping around his while she did so. "It will be so fun, I promise you. Our knights' brigade is the best in the continent."

Jellal could only groan in agony. He was to be stuck with a horrible name, join an army and possibly come face to face with his king again. He could already feel his head rolling of his shoulders. Ugh...
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_**End of Scroll 1**_

_**To be Continued**_

**_[Be damned these short scrolls, I must buy longer ones!]_**

**_._**

**_._**

**_._**

* * *

><p><strong>AN: This is too add some comedy to the Jerza fandom. I see too many drama and angst filled stories, it needs some comedy! If you want to see a serious Jellal as a thief, check out "tainted scarlet" which I shall update someday.**

**Please review!**


End file.
